Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
At these tones of persuasion, with overtones of genuine
affection, Lucien was moved, but steadied himself to a
gesture of dissent.
"I will never be your prefect. If I rule any kingdom I
shall rule according to my principles."
"Principles! Foolish notions, you mean," returned
Napoleon, then bit his lips, striving hard to master his
irritation. "But why then did you come? In your heart of
hearts, Lucien, you think no more of those principles
than I. They are but banners by which you mean to
attract attention to yourself. What you want is an abso-
lute equality with me, I who have worked while you pored
over books. Yet this equality now I offer you."
As the other made no reply he turned and paced the
floor, muttering, "Always the same, always the same!"
Then he turned to face the stubborn brother, who shrank
not an inch.
"But once more, why did you come to meet me? Will
these quarrels between flesh and blood never cease? You
ought to obey me as the head and father of the family."
And now Lucien lost his temper.
"Go back to your serfs. I am not one. You shall not
rule me!"
The three observers, who had withdrawn a little down
the long gallery, caught the defiance and awaited an out-
burst similar to those they knew so well. And for a second
wrath flared in Napoleon's face, like the candle on the
table which had burned down to the socket; then he snuffed
that wrath, quite as the attendant, bringing a fresh can-
dle, put out the sputtering flame. Here was another
battle he was determined to win; and resolutely he brought
to his features a look of good-will.
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